" Stop your whining ' " Pantaleimon angrily threw the
whip into the bottom of the sledge and went across to
Piotra.
" Take some wheat for him too," he said.
" What the devil should he want wheat for ? " Piotra
burst out.   " It would be better if you went to Anikushka
and bought some vodka for him ;  but wheat ..."
Pantaleimon at once went off, returning a few minutes-
later with a great jug of vodka under his arm. As he set
it down he remarked approvingly :
"It's good vodka, as good as that of Tsarist days/'
" He's been tasting it, the old hound ! " Ilinichna went for
him.  But apparently the old man did not hear her, for he
limped youthfully into the hut, wiping his lips with his
sleeve and screwing up his eyes satisfiedly.
In addition to the vodka Piotra took a piece of pre-war
Cheviot tweed, a pair of boots, and a pound of expensive
tea as presents for his former fellow-soldier who had now
grown so powerful. All these things and much else hadti
been his share of the booty when the 28th regiment had**
captured the railway station at Lesk and had looted the
wagons and warehouses. He had sent them back by his
father when the old man visited the front. When Pantalei-
mon returned home Daria had aroused the envy of Natalia
and Dunia by adorning herself in underlinen never seen
before in the village. It was made of the finest foreign
linen, whiter than snow, and every little article was em-
broidered with arms and initials. The lace of her knickers
was finer than the foam on the Don.
The first night after Piotra's return from Vieshenska she
had gone to bed in her knickers.  Before putting out the j
light Piotra had smiled condescendingly:
" So you've got hold of some men's pants to wear ? " he
remarked.
" It's warmer and nicer in them," Daria replied dreamily.
te What makes you think they're men's ? They'd be longer
if they were, and besides, what do men want lace for ? "
" I expect lords wear lace on their pants. But I don't
care. Wear them if you want to," Piotra replied sleepily,
scratching himself.
But when he lay down at his wife's side the next night he
drew away in alarm, staring with involuntary respect and